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Everything | Wanna Do 


Author's Notes: 
Originally this was meant to be posted on John's birthday. It's still a litte rough in some parts but lim happy 
with it~. 


This fic assumes John is with Pete and Keith as a friends with benefits / relationship, their status is up to 


the reader. 


The title comes from ‘Everything | Wanna Do' by Nickelback, since that's what was playing while submitting 
this. 


It doubles as a challenge by a friend to write ‘romance novel level porn with excessive detail. 
| think I've over thought my portrayals a bit, but I'm still really happy with this. Despite my several years 


experience with writing slash involving The Who, I've only written Pete submitting / bottoming a handful of 
times. | nearly turned this into John x Keith to stay within my ‘comfort zone’, but resisted that urge. Imao 


You can thank Jae for me finally finishing this~! 


John's birthday had been so much more eventful than he had previously planned. All he had been expecting 
was a little get together with his bandmates and a few friends. What he got was a chance to eat sushi off of 
avery attractive model, alcohol, strippers, a lap dance, and cake. The gifts ranged from traditional, strange, 
morbid, and explicit. Out of those, the most notable had been a blow job from Keith before he'd passed out. 


By nearly three am. the party was reduced to John and his bandmates, two of which were out cold and curled 


up together on the sectional sofa. It would have been cute if it wasn't Roger with Keith. 


Even though it was strangely warm for early Autumn, John still took the time to fetch blankets and drape 
them over his bandmates. When he had come back into the den, he could see Pete was still wide awake and 


working on finishing a ridiculously large glass someone had handed off to him at some point. 
Not long after John had made himself at home upon the single sofa, Pete settled down next to him. 


"So.. what do you want for your birthday?" He was the only one who had not yet given John something. Truth 
be told, the bassist was under the assumption Pete didn't want to give him anything. Not that he minded. 
Material possessions were great and all, but he valued their friendship - and relationship with Keith - more 
than anything else. 


"Have you got a limit as to what | can ask for?" John finished off his glass of wine and poured himself another. 


"No limit." Pete knocked back the rest of the coke and Jack. Not his preferred drink, but he wasn't about to let 
it go to waste. "if | can do it, you'll get it.” 


"Well." The Ox idly traced the rim for his glass, deep in thought as he studied his Birdman. "I think.. | want 
you," he answered at long last, and Pete's heart skipped a beat or two. He had been hoping John would ask for 
him. They rarely got to play together, as Keith usually had John tied up. Metaphorically, not physically. 


"When? Where? How?" Pete didn't even bother trying to hide the excitement within his rapid fire questions. 


"Now, here, and let's see how things go," John murmured softly. "What happens, happens.” He reached out to 
slip a bent finger under Pete's jaw and lift his head. His thumb ran along the unkempt beard, idly petting the 
hair he found. Pete could've sworn he'd seen a gleam in his bassist's eyes, but perhaps it was a trick of the 


light. Either way, he could feel a fire spark up deep within his belly. 


John leaned in, and Pete knew he had a choice. He could allow his very attractive bassist to kiss him, or he 
could challenge and fight for dominance. The idea of laying back and allowing John to do with him as he wished 
was so very tempting.. IT was his birthday after all, and John said he wanted him, with no specifics. Such a 
vague description usually pointed to the one being spoken to submitting... did it not? 


When Pete didn't push him away or close the gap first, John knew he had the answer to his request. He placed 
the most gentle and sweetest of kisses to Pete's lips while the hand gripping his jaw shifted down to take hold 
of the guitarists hand. When he laced their fingers, Pete was all too happy to give John's an affectionate 


squeeze. 


Once they had parted, John helped his gorgeous other half take down his hair, fingers running through dark 
chocolate colored, wavy strands. The action coaxed Pete into melting right away, and John hummed in both 
amusement and satisfaction. It would never cease to amaze him just how quickly the lyricist came undone with 
such a simple, gentle action. John had to admit he liked this look; Pete's hair hadn't been cut in quite some 
time, so he'd chosen to loosely and sloppily tie it back for a change. 


"Please.. don't stop," Pete's request came with a content sigh and the closing of hazy eyes. Had he not been the 
wiser, John may have thought his other half was already begging for something more... explicit 


"Don't worry," John didn't bother hiding the pleased tone that hung onto his words. "You'll get what you want. 


lm not goin’ anywhere. Just relax and take it easy, luv." 


A few choice words and whispered promises were more than enough to coax Pete into arousal, even without 
the hand in his hair. John took pride in achieving such a reaction so easily. However, that was not his intention 


right that moment. 


They quickly moved to the bedroom where John got comfortable, reclining against the pillows. Pete settled 
between his thighs, back resting against the bassist's front, so he could continue to play with his hair. 


While John enjoyed teasing his partners, he especially enjoyed doing so in their current position. It always began 
so innocently and would gradually grow to become more explicit. They would never know what he intended to do 


next, and the suspense usually heightened their level of arousal so much more easily. 


With his eyes closed Pete looked the picture perfect definition of serenity. Had a content sigh not left him ever 
so often, John may have been convinced he'd fallen asleep from the affection. Not that he would have minded; 


they had quite the eventful night so far. 


It was inevitable that John would eventually grow bored of simply playing with his bandmate's pretty hair. 
Having decided it was time to progress, he shifted his gaze down to his guitarists hips. To his delight he'd 
caught sight of a very obvious bulge beginning to form at the front of Pete's pajama pants. 


Gracefully the bassists hand slid down and around to his other half's chest to playfully brush a thumb over 
his nipple. Pete did not protest, and instead gave a content near purr-like hum. Pleased with the lack of 
resistance, John's free hand joined in, the little buds hardening under his fingers and poking out against the thin 
shirt that hid them from sight. A gentle pinch to the sensitive peaks would reward him with a soft, near 
inaudible whimper. 


Deciding to take that cute sound as a proper invitation, John's dominant hand began to snake further down his 
partner's front. The action was slow, gradual enough that Pete could break away if he decided he no longer 


wished to participate in their scene. 


Taking a lack of resistance as consent for the moment, John's dominant hand cupped Pete through his clothing. 
As he gauged his lyricist's interest and palmed him, he leaned in to softly nuzzle and bite his inviting neck Pete 
often playfully complained about how his beard tickled, and this was no exception. Reflexively his shoulders rose 
and he tried to squirm away from the soft fur John kept so neatly groomed. 


It wasn't long before the lyricist was fully hard, his cock gently pulsing whenever an overly sensitive area 
received attention. The younger man was always so easy to arouse, and John found great joy in teasing him, a 
gentle nip to his ear followed by a few choice words never failed to gain a pleasant reaction. However, it was 


actions such as this -- gentle sweetness that slowly became more intimate -- that John truly enjoyed giving. 


The bassist allowed his fingers to lazily seek out the tip of his partner's arousal in order to give the most 
gentle of squeezes. A slight pulse would be John's prize for the stimulation, followed by a lusty, quiet whimper. 


Quiet sighs, pleasured hitches of breath, and gentle gasps all soon mixed into needy groans and soft pleading 
whispers. The occasional pulse of an erection grew more frequent, while the previously clean pajama pants 
gained the smallest damp patch, right where the tip was resting. In return, John felt some sense of pride as 


he observed his work from over his other half's shoulder. 


Stimulating Pete until he came without direct contact was so tempting; the thought of seeing, hearing, and 
feeling his partner come through the thin clothing was oh so arousing.. But, John wanted satisfaction as well 


His own erection was pressed up against Pete's back, and he knew there would be no way his guitarist hadn't 


felt it by that point. 


Having made up his mind, John opted for sliding his hand under Pete's pajama pants and into his damp boxers. 
One hand slowly grazed his fingers along the younger brunette's stiff cock, while the other slipped under his 
shirt. Nails gently grazed over Pete's belly and the bit of hair he found. 


While John enjoyed the look of a completely hairless and well groomed partner, he found the bit of dark hair 
Pete kept to be very aesthetically pleasing. He would often idly run his fingers through it whenever he had the 
chance. Petting the surprisingly soft curls but never touching Pete's erection was always so much fun. The 


guitarist would often squirm with the effort of getting John's hand just a few centimetres lower. 


The bassist took care with exposing Pete's aching erection, helping him out of both the pajama pants and 
boxers. He simply held the stiff member, grip loose. John didn't stroke, squeeze, or allow himself to further 
stimulate. The beautiful cock was so warm and incredibly hard. Ever so often it pulsed, as if begging for 
attention. He could've teased Pete vocally; humiliated him or offered praise, but instead John remained as silent 


as everybody claimed he was. 


Pete had a very attractive cock; thick with a gentle upward curve, and intact with just enough to completely 


cover the head. John often enjoyed telling Pete just how beautiful he thought it was. A real work of art,’ he 
would say. ‘All | want to do is hold it, he'd tease. 1 don't want anything else. | just want fo feel how hard if is, and 
enjoy how perfectly it fits in my hand’ He had stolen the sweet words from Keith, who had introduced him to 


the concept of ‘cock worship’. The kink had quickly become his new favourite. 

Eventually Pete arched up into his other halfs hand, wordlessly begging for more. John knew he would gladly 
fuck his hand, if given the chance, thrusting up into it until he finally came, spraying himself and the sheets 
with his warm come. 

"You want me to touch you?" John asked softly, warm breath falling hot against his guitarist's ear. 

"Yes, please," came the response, Pete's voice barely qualifying as a whisper. 

Slowly John gave his better half the first stroke, the action ever so slow and teasing. The first stroke was 
always the most intense, and Pete gave the most delicious sounding whimpers, a shudder eclipsing him as John 
finally exposed the sensitive tip. Much like both Pete and Keith, he had never cared for the look of an altered 
penis, and thus was thrilled the first time they had finally slept together. 


Pete's arousal pulsed within his grip as John slid his thumb along the tip, the action rewarding him with a 
single drop of fresh crystal clear precome which dripped down onto his hand. 


"Do you want to do this?" John questioned, words falling hot and sweet, breath warm against Pete's ear. He 
was now properly initiating, and Pete had to decide if he wanted to slip further into his submissive character 
for a change, or reject the scene and take control. 

When he did not immediately respond, John softly nuzzled Pete's hair, breathing in the sweet mixture of 
lavender shampoo and cologne. "You sure you're okay with this?" He repeated himself, just a touch more stern. 
He wouldn't continue until he knew his lyricist was comfortable with it. Arousal alone did not equal consent. 
"Yes," Pete whimpered in response, reply stammered, thoughts hazy with lust. 

"Are you being honest?" John didn't think he sounded so sure. 


An affirmative hum was the younger brunette's response. 


"Use your words, luv," John urged, while finally stroking Pete's straining erection with a proper rhythm, 
movements slow, gentle. 


"Y-yesss.." Pete struggled to get the single word out. His arousal spoke for him, continuing to pulse with his 
heart beat, precome trickling out every time John showed his tip even the slightest bit of attention. 
Unfortunately for him, the damned bassist kept gliding thumb over the slit with every upstroke.. 


When it became blindingly apparent that the guitarist was close to achieving his climax, John pulled his hand 


away. Pete throbbed in protest, stiff cock continuing to leak precome. John would never admit it, but he'd 
always found the amount his partner offered to be incredibly arousing. It was his reason for being such a 


horrible tease whenever they slept together. 


Much like how he had learned of ‘cock worship' being a kink, Keith had also informed John that ‘come fetishes’ 
were a thing. Not just drinking, but being ‘painted as Keith called it, and playing with it. The latter two applied 
to him, John didn't care much for the taste, but was happy to swallow if it meant his partner would get off 


on it. 


"Do you want me?" John asked, fingertips trailing along Pete's belly and up to his nipple. When he didn't receive 
a response, the dyed brunette gently pinched the hard bud. Pete whimpered in response as a quiet and 
desperate plea. "Alright then, lay beside me." 


Pete did not hesitate, shedding his clothes and taking his side of the bed. Right away he was laying back against 
the pillows and working one underneath himself to help aid John in finding the perfect angle. 


"Good kitty." The pet name had been an unconscious habit from his playtime with Keith, who more often was 
submissive and a pleasant contrast to Pete. While Keith was more on the ‘wild’ spectrum in all aspects of life - 
- especially sex -- Pete was more calm. John had no issue with toning it down and staying in the ‘vanilla 


range, especially if it meant he would get the chance to submit for a change. 


His nights with Pete often were limited to what most would define as ‘normal' sex. Props were usually limited 
to toys, mostly vibrators and sometimes handcuffs. Their dirty talk was not as vulgar as one might expect 
given their habit of swearing, and the list of non-vanilla kinks they explored was relatively short. 


John knew Pete was self conscious about his preferred limits. Who wouldn't be when they were convinced they 


had to compete with Keith? 


Pete more than made up for his lack of adventurousness with passion and desire. He was more than happy to 
take things outside the bedroom, just as Keith was. However, he was also more willing to participate in public 


sex than their wild bandmate was, which came as a surprise. 


John had become used to needing to reassure him, but didn't mind in the slightest. 7 get the best of both 
worlds,‘ he would say. ‘Coffee ice cream with oreos and fudge swirl is great, but sometimes vanilla is what Im 


craving. Dont fix what ain't broken, right? 


He considered himself very lucky the tables were turned for the night. It wasn't that Pete didn't like 
submitting, quite the contrary, really. He was so very happy to do so, but the way things went, he normally 
ended up taking control before the night was through. And so, John found himself very amused the lyricist still 
hadn't asked, or demanded, their roles be switched. 


As he pushed the thoughts aside John finally undressed himself, carelessly dropping his clothes off the side of 
the bed, much to Pete's surprise. Afterwards, he pulled a small bottle of lubricant out from the bedside table 


drawer. and coaxed his guitarist's legs apart so he could kneel between them. A single slicked finger easily 
found his entrance, circling, but not yet pushing in. 


As he teased his other half, the bassist pressed soft, gentle kisses to Pete's inner thighs, lips becoming 
awfully close to his arousal. He knew Pete loved his mouth more than anything, and the suspenseful whimpers 
were turning him on more and more as the seconds ticked by. John was a ‘first class tease’, as Pete called 


him, and he made damn sure his other half wouldn't forget. 


Pete's thoughts were cloudy with lust, embroidered with lewd, twisted desires. Oh how he wished John would 
take his need between those soft lips, how he wished John would suck him off and not stop until he had 
nothing left to offer! The sensation of that soft beard along his most sensitive parts only heightened the 
experience, making the experience so different from any other he had ever received. The older musician had a 
way of teasing him, bringing him to the brink so easily and then pulling away at the last moment.. none of his 
past partners knew how to manipulate his cock the ways John did. No one else had teased his slit, gently 


pressing their tongue against it, and lapped up his precome so eagerly.. 


Ohh how Pete would kill to be enveloped by that warm, wet mouth right now! To feel the bassist's lips upon 
his tip. A single flick of his tongue over the slit. .anything! That desperate train of thought was shattered as 
John finally pushed his slicked finger in. Pete's breath hitched. The initial intrusion was always uncomfortable, 
no matter how mentally prepared he had been 


John was always patient. He waited until Pete gave him permission to finally begin gently twisting, scissoring 
and pushing in rhythmically. And only when it was clear that Pete had become comfortable enough to 
accommodate three fingers would John began the proper foreplay. 


After seeking out the younger man's prostate, he lazily stroked it with a single finger. With each pass he was 
rewarded with a whispered groan, and the occasional obscenity. Well before Pete could near his release, John 
withdrew his fingers. The guitarist waited patiently, eyeing his other halfs thick cock as it pulsed ever so 
often, already slick with lubricant and precome. That curve was so perfect, and rarely could anyone reach the 
places John could with such ease. 


The hesitation before the main event was just as much for Pete to calm himself as it was for John. Neither 
wanted it to end too soon, after all. Sweet and soothing words of affection and praise were murmured, John's 
voice nothing more than a deep, heavily aroused growl. Pete could've sworn he could come just from that tone 


alone, if only John continued to offer those sweet praises. 


After what felt like hours of suspense filled with gentle marking of Pete's neck, John finally pushed into him. 


Despite the pain that came with the initial penetration, Pete swore he could see stars. 


While he tried to adjust to John's impressive size Pete's hands found his back and dug his nails in, the action 
rewarding him with a soft hiss. No matter how many times he submitted to his other half, the beginning was 
still painful. In return, the bassist whispered gentle words of encouragement - ‘you're doing so good, just relax, 
(Hl pass soon’ To further help, John worked a hand between them in order to give Pete's erection a few slow 


strokes. Only once the initial discomfort was gone did he retract his affection in exchange for capturing one of 


Pete's hands, lacing their fingers, and pinning it to the soft sheets. 


With a gentle sigh, Pete arched up against John, erection brushing up against his stomach. Unfortunately for 
him, it went ignored, as per usual. Rarely would he be offered further stimulation so early on when the older 


of the pair was in control. 


The initial pace was slow and gentle with John lazily rocking his hips. More often than not the first several 
thrusts were still uncomfortable, no matter how prepared and relaxed Pete had become. While he knew he 
would never need permission to tend to himself, he still waited patiently. It was arousing to hear the words 
drenched with lust and softly panted out. It usually came across as a thinly veiled order, which the younger 
musician was all too happy to follow. This time it felt as if he had waited forever, John purposefully teasing 


him physically and verbally.. 


But finally John murmured those sweet words Pete had been longing for, and he swore he could've come right 


then and there. please, touch yourself for me.’ 


Right away he worked his hand between their bodies and took hold of his overly sensitive cock. It was a 
challenge to go slow, but coming with John would be so much more rewarding in the end. Pete kept his grip 
loose, staying in time with the pace his bassist had set with his hips. Each time that perfectly curved cock hit 
his prostate, another trickle of precome added to the mess he had already made of himself. 


John quickened the pace earlier than Pete had been expecting, but he was more than happy to match it. His 
grip tightened around his own cock, and he pushed back against his other half. The bassist nipped at his ear 
and panted something in that heavily aroused growl that sounded suspiciously like harder?! Pete couldn't 
process the word, but he knew it had to be something he wanted, given the tone and upward inflection. In 
response he could only offer a breathless ‘yes’: 


Despite his best efforts to hold out and finish in time with John, Pete still came first. He tensed, a low groan 
being pulled from deep within his chest as he tightened his legs around his other half, nearly preventing him 
from moving. Pete's inner walls clamped down against John's cock as his own twitched and throbbed. John's 
quiet growls followed only moments after, the sensation of being massaged by Pete's muscles pushing him 


over the edge as well. 


When he finally had the ability to properly string coherent words together, John offered the first thing that 


had come to mind. "Feel better, luv?" 


"Mmh... yeah. Thought this was supposed to be for you, not me," Pete said with a content sigh as he finally 
loosened his grip with his legs. 


"You say that, but you fulfilled my wish, so.." John sat back on his knees and took in the sight of his sex 
flushed guitarist, all drenched with sweat and his own come. "Even more than | thought you could have." He 


took a few tissues from his bedside table and handed them over. 


"What's that supposed to mean?" Pete asked as he set about cleaning himself up. 


"You let me tease you," John pointed out. "You know how much | like servicing my partners. I'm more into 


giving than | am taking.. most of the time, anyways." 


"yeah, you're pretty much a service top. So selfless," Pete mused. "I'm just happy | could give you something 
that no one else could tonight” When it was clear that tissues alone wouldn't cut it, Pete worked the pillow out 
from underneath himself. "I think maybe we should get a shower then get some sleep." Before John could even 
protest Pete was up, albeit on shaky legs, and heading off to the master bathroom. He paused at the threshold 
to glance back at his other half. "If you join me, I'd like to give you another birthday present if you feel up to 


it and think you can go for another round." 


If John had been a cat, his ears would've perked up. He knew exactly what Pete was suggesting. Much like 


Keith, he also enjoyed making the most out of a hot shower. Get dirty, then get clean, 


"Get the water warmed up and I'll be in, in just a second" As he scrambled to find the unopened bottle of 
waterproof lube he had been gifted earlier that night, John wondered just what he'd done to deserve such a 
wonderful partner and such an amazing birthday. The only thing that could've made it even better was if Keith 
could join them. „maybe they could make Christmas extra special this year.. 


